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Author's Notes: 

ldk | just wanted to finish this story | had lying around, it's mostly just porn with a tinge of infidelity and 
emotion for funsies. Also | felt like writing Esa being topped because | like making men with top energy be 
bottoms. Oh, and | suck at coming up with titles for my stories. 


Esa was eager to get his hands on his old lover for the first time in agonizing months. Jens had taken 
more of their time up than expected at the studio, and the two Finns obviously couldn't say no to going out 
afterwards for some drinks. But Esa's body ached more and more for Santeri the longer he was kept from 
him. 


The keyboardist apparently felt likewise. 
They were barely through the hotel room door when the blonde had him pushed against the nearest wall. 


"Finally," he growled, connecting their lips. He propped a knee between Esa's legs to get ever closer; Esa 


raked his hands up the back of Santeri's button-down and scraped his blunt fingernails down the burning skin. 


It was getting harder and harder for the two men to be alone together these days. There was always 
someone around to interrupt. Esa knew that when they made this recent trip to Örebro to finalize the latest 
album, they had to take advantage of their time alone. Normally, Jens would let the two stay in the guest 
rooms he had at the studio, but the record label was offering a hotel for a couple nights. Esa sprang at the 
offer, choosing to keep it a surprise for his friend until their flight landed in Sweden. 


The man's blue eyes had lit up when Esa told him where they'd be staying. Decades of touring had led both 
men to become apathetic towards hotel rooms, but this was different. This was an opportunity to be together 
with no interruptions. 


Santeri was palming him through the front of his jeans when Esa's pocket began to vibrate. 


"That'd be the old ‘ball and chain," Esa joked, gently breaking away to try to answer his cell. Santeri grasped 
him and pulled him back into a kiss, fumbling with the button on his jeans. 


"Sande - Sande, I've gotta get this," Esa insisted, firmly pushing his lover's face away. 
"Bullshit," Santeri hissed, running his hands up Esa's sides. "Tell her you were busy." 


"And have her call again while we're in the middle of it?" Esa said. "Just give me a minute. I've gotta say 


good night to the kids. | won't be long." 


Santeri backed away and let Esa answer his phone. The guitarist took a seat on the edge of the bed and 
flinched as Santeri went into the bathroom and slammed the door shut behind him. 


As he spoke to his wife about what they'd done that day, he heard the shower turn on. At least now he 
didn't have to rush to get her off the line. They chatted a while until she let the kids on to talk He finished 
the call and connected his phone to his charger for the night. 


Santeri was still in the shower, so Esa decided to join him. He tried the handle to the bathroom door first 
to see if the man had locked it; luckily, he hadn't. Esa stripped his clothes, kicked them aside, and went in 


"Hey," he greeted, stepping inside the cascade of hot water and running his hands down Santeri's wet back 


The man started slightly but turned and allowed himself to be enveloped in a tight hug. "I'm sorry, baby." 


Santeri hummed dismissively, choosing to kiss along his lover's neck. Esa absently tried to remember the 
last time they had showered together, or, hell - the last time they'd been together in any capacity other than 
some rushed handjobs in a sketchy venue alleyway. Had it really been so long? Tonight would be special. He'd 


make sure of it. 


"Can | wash your hair?" Santeri asked, nibbling up to the shell of Esa's ear. 


"Of course," Esa told him, leaning forward despite himself when Santeri broke away to find some shampoo. 
Santeri took a generous helping of the shampoo and began to lather it into Esa's long hair. Esa nearly purred 
like a cat as the keyboardist massaged his scalp thoroughly. The younger one gestured for him to come under 
the shower head to wash off. As he turned his back to the man, Santeri kneaded his skin and ran his hands up 
and down his back. Esa melted under the touch, feeling himself get hard. Santeri's fingers had always had this 
effect on him for as long as he could remember. Shit, they'd been lovers for twenty years now, beginning 
shortly after Santeri had joined the band. Santeri literally knew him inside and out, knew how to turn him on 
and bend him to his will. He could bring Esa to his knees in seconds. 


"Perfect," Santeri remarked as the remainder of the shampoo washed out. He spun Esa around and kissed 


him deeply. Esa wrapped his arms around him and held him close. 
"Love you so much," he said as Santeri stepped back. 


"Love you, too," Santeri said, but something in his eyes seemed off. Esa figured he was probably still mad 
about the phone call. 


It was no secret that the man didn't like Esa's wife. He never had. He got along with her enough for public 
appearances when the need arose. He was a professional at it. Mrs. Holopainen had a vague idea of their 
relationship but didn't ask questions. She didn't want to know. She'd told Esa once that she thought it was 
disgusting and sinful and she didn't want to hear about it. As long as he came home to her, he could keep his 
homoerotic adventures on the road to himself. Esa's life with her was good, and so he hid his relationship with 
Santeri from her to keep her happy. 


Esa still got a little heady with desire when he recalled the desperate way Santeri had fucked him in the 
chapel bathroom minutes before his wedding ceremony all those years ago. That was probably the single 
hottest, dirtiest, most heartbreaking memory he had. He was surprised his bride hadn't smelled the strong 
scent of sex on him as they said | do: Or if she had, she hid it well. Santeri had slipped out of the church 
unseen; he claimed it was because he'd dirtied his tux and had to go home and change. Oppu told Esa once 
years later that the keyboardist confided in him that he couldn't stand to stick around and see the love of his 
life marry someone else. Santeri showed up at the reception later that night, piss-drunk, and he and Esa 
fucked again in the grass behind some bushes outside the banquet hall in the dark. Lying to his bride about 


why he had grass stains on his suit wasn't exactly Esa's proudest moment. 


And still Santeri stuck around, despite knowing that he'd never be Esa's number one priority in life ever 
again. Sometimes Esa wondered why. Other times, he got mad when Santeri got upset with him. After all, 
Santeri had free reign to come and go as he pleased; he knew the rules. Hell, he could fuck and marry who he 
wanted, though he never did. Esa certainly wouldn't stop him. 


But after all this time, Santeri stayed with him. After all the hurt, the man endured. Esa would think it 
were admirable if he didn't already think it was stupid. 


They stepped out of the shower and toweled off. 

"What would you like to do tonight?" Esa asked, dropping his towel to the ground and exiting the bathroom. 
"Perhaps relax and watch a movie," Santeri said, following him. 

Esa snorted at the man's sarcasm. 

"No relaxing is going to be happening in the next hour," Esa told him. "Not if | have any say." 

"Oh? Did Mrs. Holopainen give you permission to fuck me tonight?" Santeri quipped. 


"Sande," Esa stiffened, sitting on the bed as the other man looked at him with muscular arms folded, towel 
tied around his waist. "Can we please just enjoy this night together?" 


Santeri didn't reply for a moment, seeming to contemplate. 
"Sande, talk to me," Esa insisted, "ls there a reason this is bothering you more than usual?" 
Santeri shook his head. "Nothing's bothering me." 


"Then stop wasting time and come be with me," Esa said, giving him a doubtful look. "We only have a couple 
of nights together and | want you so badly." 


Finally, the blonde stepped forward and let the towel drop from his waist before he climbed onto the bed 
and pushed Esa onto his back. 


"Yes," Esa sighed and met Santeri's lips eagerly. This was all he wanted and needed right now - the touch 
of his long time lover, the man who knew him better than any other human on the planet. 


Santeri took the lead, grasping the guitarists wrists and pinning them above his head. He rutted his hips 
roughly and Esa gasped, growing warm. Droplets of water from Santeri's hair dripped down onto Esa's 
collarbone as the keyboardist assaulted him with kisses. Esa loved when Santeri took the lead like this; he could 
relax, be submissive, and simply enjoy the ride. 


He let Santeri do as he pleased, allowing himself to be moved along the bed and turned onto his stomach. He 
sighed happily as Santeri placed kisses on the back of his neck and trailed his lips down his spine, taking special 
care to trace all along his back tattoo. Esa grasped at the bedding beneath him, squirming with pleasure 
beneath his lover's mouth. 


He cried out as Santeri dipped down to swirl his tongue around his asshole. He spread apart Esa's ass with 
his hands and went all in, pushing his tongue inside. Esa arched his back automatically and he heard Santeri's 
low, approving laugh. 


"May |..?" Santeri asked, and Esa knew what he meant. 


"By all means," he moaned. He lay there contentedly, listening as Santeri moved around behind him, hearing 
the unzipping of luggage and the sound of a plastic cap being opened. The bed dipped as Santeri got back on and 
straddled him, his thighs anchoring the guitarist in place. Esa gasped as cool globs of lubricant were dropped 
onto his ass. It warmed to his skin and melted, dripping down the arch of his butt. Santeri swiped down a few 
fingers and guided the stuff where it was meant to go. 


Esa generally ended up being the lover on the giving end. They switched often enough, but Santeri just 
seemed to enjoy bottoming more. Esa was, obviously, always happy to fuck his friend. It came as no surprise 
that he simply could not remember the last time he'd been fucked. There was the video chat he'd done with 
Santeri some months back, where he'd inserted one of his wife's toys - but that wasn't exactly the same. 


Prior to that, it had to have been during a tour. He hoped he wasn't too rusty at taking cock. 
His body lurched a bit on its own as Santeri's deft fingers worked their way inside of him. 
"Feel good?" the keyboardist breathed. 


"Yes," Esa said into his arms as he folded and tucked his face into them. His hard cock rubbed against the 
soft bedding beneath him, but it wasn't enough. He knew Santeri would take care of him, but he was getting 


impatient already. 


"Fuck," Santeri cursed, not one to tease for very long, withdrawing his fingers and positioning himself at 
Esa's entrance. "Can't fucking wait" Esa forced his body to relax as he felt the tip of Santeri's cock breach 
him. It was thick, but he'd taken it before many times. Santeri reached forward and stroked Esa's damp hair 
before grasping it and winding it around his fist. He planned to pull it, and Esa's entire body flooded with heat 


as he realized this. 


Santeri bottomed out and both men sighed Esa felt his lover twitch inside of him. He loved it. And then 
Santeri yanked his hair. Hard. 


"Fuck!" he cried out. He was surprised by his lover's roughness as he began to fuck him. One hand remained 


twisted in his hair; the other clenched his hip tightly to brace himself. 

Esa took it. 

Maybe being rough with him was Sande's way of taking out his frustration from earlier. There were 
certainly worse ways. The guitarist decided to enjoy the ride, moaning his pleasures as the flaxen haired man 


railed him. 


His cock remained untouched, ignored. It was beginning to cause a damp spot on the bed duvet beneath him 


from how much he was dripping. He couldn't wait to find out how Santeri planned to make him cum this 


eveni ng. 


"Gonna cum," Santeri grunted. Pulling Esa's hair particularly hard, he slammed into him a few more times 


before filling him with the results of his love. Esa's eyes rolled to the back of his head and he groaned. 


Santeri didn't stay there long. He pulled out, and some cum came along with that, dripping down Esa's inner 
thigh. The guitarist stayed put, head in his arms as he panted, reveling in the feeling of having been fucked so 


deliciously. 


The keyboardist disappeared into the bathroom for a minute, then came out with a warm, damp washcloth. 
He wiped Esa clean before directing him onto his back Esa rolled over and sat up on his elbows, watching with 


great interest as Santeri ducked down to suck his cock 


"Yes, baby," he sighed warmly, brushing the blonde's hair back from his face and holding it out of the way 
for him. "Love that mouth." 


Lively blue eyes glanced up at him, and they held eye contact for a while before Esa began to give into 
sensation and closed his eyes. The things Santeri did with his tongue ought to be written about in books; 


though even if Esa had any prose whatsoever, he couldn't do the man's talents justice with words. 


Santeri pulled him to the brink and tipped him over. Tingling waves washed over the older man as he 
emptied every drop into his lover's welcoming mouth. Santeri stroked comforting fingers on Esa's thighs as 
they clenched. Esa dropped from his elbows onto his back and moaned happily as the aftershocks of his 
orgasm faded into a dull buzz of pleasure. 


His cock softened in Santeri's mouth, and the younger licked him clean before backing off of him. Esa 
briefly thought that maybe he should've married Sande rather than his wife. He thought that every time 
Santeri sucked his dick, though. 


A few minutes later, they were cleaned up, tucked into bed, and watching a movie. Santeri rested his head 
on his chest, and Esa stroked his hair contentedly. Santeri's prickly disposition from earlier seemed long gone 
by now. Esa figured he stuffed that back down, deep inside, where all his other issues with Esa remained 
bottled up. He wasn't sure how the man did it, why he was so hell bent on remaining lovers after all this time. 
Yeah, the sex was good, but was the pain and frustration worth it? 


Esa was grateful, though. Despite being too cowardly and selfish to choose between his wife and Santeri, 
the keyboardist stuck with him. He wondered what Santeri saw in him that was so worth holding on to. Maybe 


it was all for the sake of the band. Maybe it was convenience. 


He fell asleep that night vowing internally to never let Santeri go, though he knew Santeri's loyalty to him 


would never waver. Not after all this time. 


